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THE FARMER AND MECHANIC

Reminiscences of Sherlock
Holmes

(Continued from Page Thirteen.)

had bezun so brilliantly was quite
incomprehensible to me. Not a yvord
more could 1 drew from him until we
were back at the trainer’'s house- The
Colonel and the Inspector were await-
ing us in the parlor.

“My friend and I return to town by
the night express,” said Holmes. “We
have had a charming little breath of
your beautiful Dartmoor ﬂi:r."

The Inspector opened his eyes and
the Colonel’s lips curled in a sneer.

“So you despair of arresting the
murderer of poor Straker,” said he.

Holmes shrugged his shoulders.
“There are certainly grave difficulties
in the wav ' said he. “I have every
hope, however, that your horse will
start upon Tuesday, and I beg that
vou will have vour jockey in readi-
ness. Might I ask for a photograph
of Mr. John Straker?”

The Inspector took one from an
envelope and handed it to him.

“Mv dear Gregory, you anticipate
all iny wants. If I might ask you 10
wait here for an instant, I have a
qgucsticn which I should like to put to
the maid.”

“1 must say that { am rather dis-
appointed in our London consultant,”
said Colonel Ross, bluntly, as my
friené¢ left the room. ‘I do not see
that we are any further than when
he came.”

““At least vou have his assurance
that your horse will run,” said I

“Yes, I have his assurance,” sald
the Colonel, with a shrumz of his shoul-
ders. “I should prefer to have the
horse.”

I was about to make some reply in
defense of my friend when he en-
tered the room again.

“Now, gentlemen,” said he,
quite ready for Tavistock.”

As we stepped into the carriage one
of the stable-lads held the door open
for vs. A sudden idea seemed to oc-
cur to Holmes, for he leaned forward
and touched the lad uvon the sleeve.

“You have a few sheep in the pad-
dock,” he said. “YWho attends to
them?”

“T dn sir.”

“Have you noticed anything amiss
with them of late?”

“Well, sir, not of much account:
but three of them have gone lame,
sir.”

I could see that Holmes was éex-
tremely pleased, for he chuckled and
rubbed his hands together.

“A long shot, Watson; a very long
shot,”” said he, pinching my arm.
“Gregory, let me recommend to your
attention this singular epidemic
among the sheep. Drive on, coach-
man!”

Colonel Ross still wore an expres-
sion which showed the poor opinion
which he had formed of my compan-
ion's ability. but I saw by the Inspect-
or's face that his attention had been
keerly aroused.

“You consider that to be lmport-
ant?” he asked.

“Exceedingly so.”

I3 there any point to which you
wish to draw my attention?”

“To the curious incident of the dog
in the night time.”

“The dog did nothing in the night-
time.”

“That was the curious Incident,”
remarked Sherlock Holmes.

“I am

Four days later Holmes and I were
again in the train, bound for Win-
chester to see the race for the Wessex
C.»» Colonel Ross met us by ap-
pointment outside the station, and we
drove in his drag to the course be-
yvond the town. His face was grave,
and his manner was cold in the ex-
treme.

“I have secen nothing of my horse,”
sald he.

“l suppose that you would know
him when you saw him?” asked
Holmes.

The Colonel was very angryv.— “1
have been on the turf for twenty
years, and never was asked such a
question as that before,” said he. A
child would know Silver Blaze, with
his white forehead and mottled off
fore-leg.”

“How is the betting?"

“Well, that is the curious part of it
You could have got fifteen to one yes-
terday, but the price has become
shorter and shorter, until you can
hardly get three to one now.”

“Hum!” said Holmes., “Somebody
knows something, that is clear.”

As the drag drew up in the en-
closure near the grand stand 1
glanced at the ecard to see the en-
tries.

Wessex Plate [it ran] 50 sovs each
h ft with 1000 sovs added for four
and five vear olds. Second, £300.
Third, £200. New course (one mile
and five furlongs).

1. Mr. Heath Newton'’s The Negro.
Red c¢ap. Cinnamon jacket.

2. Colonel Wardlaw's Pugilist. Pink
cap. Blue and black jacket.

3. Lord Backwater's Desborough.
Yellow cap and sleeves.

4. Colone! Ross's Silver
Black cap. Red jacket.

5. Duke of Balmoral’'s Iris. Yel-
low and black stripes.

6. Lord Singleford’'s Rasper.
ple cap. Black sleeves.

“We scratched our other one, and
put all hopes on vyour word,” said
the Colonel. “Why, what is that?
Silver Blaze favorite?"

“Five to four against Silver Blaze!”
roared the rine. “Five to four

Blaze.

Pur-

against Desborough! Five to four

on the field! -
““T'here are the numbers up, I

cried. “They are all six there.”
“All six there? Then my horse
is running,” cried the Color.tel in
great agitation. “But I don t" see
him. My colors have not passed.
“(mly five have passed. This must
be he.”
As I spoke a powerful bay horse
swept out from the weighing encl_os-
ure and cantered past us, bearing
on its back the well-known black and
red of the Colonel.
“That’s not my horse,”” cried the
owner. “That beast has not a white
hair upon its body. What is this
that vou have done. Mr. Holmes?"”
“Well, well, let us see how he gels
on,” said my friend, imperturbably.
For a few minutes he gazed through

my field glass. “Capital! An ex-
cellent start!” he cried suddenly.
‘“There they are, coming round the
curve!”

From our drag we had a superb
view as they came up the straight.
The six horses were so close together
that a carpet could have covered
them, but half way up the yellow
of the Mapleton staple showed to the
front. jefore they reached us, how-
ever, Desborough's bolt was shot, and
the Colonel's horse, coming away with
a rush, passed the post a good six
lengths before its rival, the Duke
of Balmoral's Iris making _a bad
third.

“It's my race, anvhow,” gasped

Colonel, passing his hand over

his eves. “I confess that T can make
neither head nor tail of it. Don't
vou think that you have kept up
your mystery long enough, Mr.
Holmes?"”
“Certainly, Colonel, you shall know
everything. I.et us all go round and
have a look at the horse together.
Here he is,”” he continued, as we
made our way into the weighing en-
closure, where only owners and their
friends find admittance,. “You have
only to wash his face and his leg
in spirits of wine, and you will find
that he is the same old Silver Blaze
as ever.”

“You take my breath away!”

“I found him in the hands of a
fakir, and took the liberty of ru
ning him just as he was sent over.”

“My dear sir, you have done won-

the

ders. The horse looks very fit and
well., It never went better in its
life. T owe you a thousand apologi:

for having dcubted vour ability. Yo
have done me a great service by re-
covering my horse. You would do
me a greater still if you could lay
vour hands on the murderer of John
Straker.”
“I have
quietly.
The Colonel and I stared at him
in amazement. “Yoy have got him!
Where is he, then?"”

“He is here.”

“Here! Where?”

“In my company at the present
moment."”

The Colonel flushed angrily. b |
quite recognize that 1 am under obli-
gations to you, Mr. Holmes,"” said he,
“but I must regard what you have
just said as either a very bad joke or
an insult.”

Sherlock Holmes laughed. *“I as-
sure vou that I have not associated
vou with the crime, Colonel,” said he.
‘“Ihe real murderer is standing im-
mediately behind you.” He stepped
past and laid his hand upon the glossy
neck of the thoroughbred. _

“'he horse!” cried both the Colonel
and myself.

“Yes, the horse. And it may lessen
his guilt if I say that it was done in
gelf-defence, and that John Straker
was a man who was entirely unworthy
of your confidence. But there goes
the bell, and as I stand to win a little
on this next race, I shall defer a
lengthy explanation until a2 more fit-
ting time.”

done s0,” said Holmes

We had the corner of a Tullman
car to ourselves that evening as we
whirled back te London, and I fancy
that the journey was a short one to
Colonel Ross as well as to myself, as
we listened to our companion’s narra-
tive of the events which had occurred
&t the Dartimoor training stables upon
that Monday night, and the means
by which he had unravelled them.

“I confess,” said he, “that any theo-
ries which I had formed from the
newspaper reports were entirely er-
roneonils,. And yet there were indica-
tions there, had they not been over-
laid by other details which concealed
their true mmport. I went to Devon-
shire with the conviction that Fitzroy
Simpson was the true culprit, although
of course, I saw that the evidence
azainst him was by no means com-
2lete. It was while I was in the car-
linge, just as we reached the trainer’s
house, that the immense significance
of the curried mutton occurred to
me. You may remember that I was
distrait, and remained sitting after
vou had all alighted. 1 was marvel-
ling in my own mind how I could
possibly have overlocked so obvious a
clue.”

“I confess,”
even now I cannot see how
us‘i?.

“It was the first link in my chain
of reasoning. Powdered opium is by
no means tasteless. The flavor is not
disagreeable, but it is perceptible.

ere it mixed with any ordinary dish
the eater would undoubtedly detect it,
and would probably eat no more. A
curry Was exactly the meium which
would disguise this taste. By no pos-
sible suppeosition could this stranger,

said the Colonel, *“that
it helps

against Silver Blaze! Five to fifteen

Fitzroy Simpsom, have caused curry

to be smerved in the tratner’s‘fsmily'debt. and so led him into this miser-

that night, and it is surely too mon-
strous a coincidence to suppose that
he happened to come along with pow-
dered opium upon the very night when
a dish happened to be served which
would disguise the flavor. That is un- |
thinkable. Therefore Simpson becomes
eliminated from the case, and our at-
tention centres upon Straker and his
wife, the only two people who could
have chosen curried mutton for sup-
per that night. The opium was add-
ed after the dish was set aside for
the stable-boy, for the others had the
same for supper with no ill effects,
Which of them, then, had access to
that dish without the maid seeing
them?

“Before deciding that question 1
had grasped the significance of the
ence of the dog, for one true infer-
ence invariably suggests others. The
silence of the dog for one true infer-
a dog was kept in the stables, and
vet, though some one had been in
aund had fetched out a horse, he had
not barked enough to arouse the two
lads in the loft. Obviously the mid-
night visitor was some one whom the
dvg Enew well.

“I was alrecady convinced, or almost
convinced, that John Straker went
down to the stables in the dead of the
night and took out Silver Blaze. For
what purpose? For a dishonest one,
obviously, or why should he drug his
own stable-boy? And yet 1 was at
a loss to know why. There have been
cases before now where trainers have
made sure of great sums of money
by laying against their own horses, |
through agents, and then preventing
thern from winning by fraud. Some-
times it is a pulling jocke. Some-
titnes it is some surer and subtler
means. What was it here? I hoped
that the contents of his pockets might
help me to form a conclusion.

“And they did so. You cannot have
forgotten the singular knife which was
found in the dead man's hand, a knife
which certainly no sane man would
choose for a weapon. It was, as Dr.
Watson told us, a form of knife which
i used for the most delicate opera-
tions known in surgery. And it was
to be used for a delicate operation
that night. You must know, with
yYour wide experience of turf matters,
Colonel Ross, that it is possible to
make a slight nick upon the ndons
of a horse’s ham, and to do it sub-
cutaneously, so as to leave absolutelv
no trace. A horse so treated would
devolp a slight lameness, which would
be put down to a strain in exercise or
a touch of rheumatism, but never to
foul play.”

“Villian! Scoundrel!” cried the Col-
onel.

““We have here the explanation of
why John Straker wished to take the
horse out on to the moor. So spirited
a creature would have certainly roused
the soundest of sleepers when it felt
the prick of the knife. It waa abso-
lqte’!y necessary to do it in the open
air.

“I have been blind!” cried the Colo-
nel. “Of course that was why he need-
ed the candle, and struck the match.”

“Undoubtedly. But in examining his
belongings I was fortunate enough to
discover not only the method of the
crime, but even its motives. As a man
of the world, Colonel, you know that
men do not carry other people’'s bills
about in their pockets,. We have most
of us quite enough to do to settle our
own. I at once concluded that Straker
was leading a double life, and keeping
a second establishment. The nature
of the bill showed that there was 2
lady in the case, and one who had ex-
pensive tastes. Liberal as vyou are
with your servants, one can hardly
expect that they can buy twentv-
guinea walking dresses for their
ladies. T questioned Mrs. Straker as
to the dress without her knowing it,
and having satisfied myself that it had
never reached her, T made a note of
the milliner's address, and felt that by
cailing there with Straker’'s photo-
eraph T could easily dispose of the
mythical Derbvshire.

“From that time on all was plain.
Straker had led out the horse to a
hollow where his light would be in-
visible. Simpson in his flight had
dropped his cravat, and Siraker had
picked it up—with some idea, perhaps,
that he might see it in securing the
horse's leg. Once in the hollow, he
had got behind the horse and had
struck a light; but the creature, fright-
ened at the sudden glare, and with
the strange instinet of animals feel-
ing that some mischief was intended,
had Igshed out, and the steel shoe had
siruck Straker full on the forehead.
He had already, in spite of the rain,
taken off his overcoat in order to do
his delicate task, and so, as he fell,
his knife gashed his thigh. Do I make
it clear?”

“Wonderful!” cried the Colonel
“Wonderful! You might have been
there!”

“My final shot was, I confess, n very
long one. It struck me that so astute
a man as Straker would not under-
take this delicate tendon-nicking
without a littie practice. What could
he practice on? My eyes fell upon
the sheep, and I asked a question
which, rather to my surprise, showed |
that my surmise was correct. i

“When I returned to London I eail-
ed upon the milliner, who had recog-
nired Straker as an excellent customer
of the name of Derbyshire, who had
a very dashing wife, with a strong
partiality for expensive dresses. [

have no doubt that this woman had
plunged him over head and ears in

able plot.”

“You have explained all but ona
thing,” cried the Colonel. “Whera
was the horse?”

“Ah, it bolted, and was cared fop
by one of your neighbors. We must
have an amnesty in that direction, [
think. This is Clapham Junction, if
I am not mistaken, and we shall t.o
in Victoria in less than ten minutes
If you care to smoke a cigar in our
rooms, Colonel, I shall be happy 1o
give you any other details which
might interest you.”

NATHANIEL MACON’S COOK
- IN WARREN COUNTY

She is the Only Person Liv-
ing this Year Who Remem-
bers “the Last of the
Romans’ as Jefferson
Called Mason

(Warren Record.)

We learn from our friend, Mr. John A,
Coleman, that aunt Nancy Meekins (Lo
old people ecalled Mr. Macon, Mr. Meekins,
as Wheeler's Ilistory recounts when La
says that his ] ttle grandson in a sp.rit of

misci el asked at the DbLreakfast tuainle,
“urandpa w.ll you bave sviue of L 3
beekin,” and the old geutleman not beoog
in a mood for fr.volit.es, upbramed Lo
tor pronouncing bicon, bees.n; and tue
yYeung geulieman very qQuick.y put toe
puser, *“we.dl, Granapa,  Ma-con s el
Meekin, why sbhouidn’t Ba-con speil
Lee Kkn?” History aeesn’t g.ve Mr. \la
con's reply, but we presume that be Lo

i~

about the same *“twinkle” i h.s eye,
he had when he gave the reason why the

wh.g ticket aidot get elected and 1
present listened .n breathiess sileace tor
the we ghty words to tall from lips of
the wisest of Carolinians. And doubtless

Mr. Muacon enjoyed the joke when he an-
swered smply, It didnt get voley
enovugh.” ut we started to chron cle the
death of Aunt Nancy Macon, the last slive
ot MNathamniel Macon, who d ed recentiy,
near Oakv.lle. She was sald to be about
115 years of age. She cooked for Mr.
Macon and we understand was his cooi
at the time of his death. Thus the old
lundmarks, sv to speuak, are passing away.
Wwe presume that there is uol anotber per-
son in Warren who remcmbers Mr. Macon,
We learn that old Aunt Nawcy lacked none
of the npecessities of life. She made hLor
home with a c¢olored friend whom she
ra.sed, and we understand that this col-
ored woman whose name weé do not know,
but who deserves h guest commendat on
for her conduct, sa d that Aunt Naucy
should never suffer, or go to the *“j'vor
House.”

Some how or other,
in Warren bave

our colored foiks
bred in the boune, the
proper conduct. Th.s colored woman felt
that it would -be a reflection upon Mr.
Macon, for one of his servants to he sent
to the “Pcor House." and she determined
that she would ecare for Aunt Nancy, and
it must have bheen some care and requ red
sacrifices to have looked after the daily
wants of one so infirm. *“Inasmuch as you
have done it unto the least of these, my
brethren, ye have done it unto me."”
——-———
TO ELKS OF CONCORD.

Governor Kitchin Will

Deliver tho

Memorial Address,
Governor W. W. Kitchin left ves-
terday for Concord, where today he

‘will deliver the address at the mecmo-

rial services to be held by the Concord
l.odge of Elks,

On Monday Governor Kitchin will
sreak in Shelby at an educational
1ally of the Farmers’ Union.

$3.50 Recipe Fres,
For Weak Men

Send Name and Address
Today—You Can Have it
Free and Be Strong and
Vigorous.

I bhave in my possess'on a prescription
for nervous debil t¥, lack of vigor, sicak-
ened manhood, failing memory and Lo
back, brought on by excesses, |
dra ns, or the follles of youth, that lLad
cured so many worn and nervous men
right in the r own homes—without auy -
dit onal heip cor medicine—that 1 think

¥

unnatury

every man who w shes to rega.n his manly
power and virlty, quickly and quietiy
should have & copy. So 1 have determined
to send a copy of the preseription free of
charge, in a pla'n, ordinary sealed en-
ftelu;;e to any man who will write we for

Th's preseription eomes from a phyal-

can “who has made a special study of
men snd I am convioced it s the surest
act ng combinat'on for the cure of de-

rent manshood and vigor fallure ever put
tegether.

I think I owe it to my feliow man to
send them a copy in confidence sn  that
any man anywhere who is weak and d «
couraged with repeated fa Jures may stop
dm:{z.m;: himself w'th harmful patent
medici jes, secure what 1 believe §g the
quickest-a~t'ng restorative, upbuildingz,
SPOT-TOUCHING remedy ever devised,
and so cure himself at home guletly and
qu'ekly. Just drop me a iine 1 ke this:
br. A. E. Robluson, 4845 Luck Bu'ld ng,
Detro‘t, Mich., and I will send you a copy
of this gpl'endid recipe in a pla‘n ordi-
nary envelope free of charge. A great
mauy doctors would charge $3.00 to $5.00
for merely writing out a prescription l.ke
this—but I sead it eutirely free.




